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on the berries that grow here and there on the barren
hills, A more strange and mysterious spectacle you will
not find at the gates of any city in the world. In the
evening I have watched them, half ashamed of my
curiosity, when, in a storm of wind that flung the dust
against the city like rain, the Tagus confined within its
brutal walls of living rock rushed on its way, barking
with fury like some winged beast of Hades. Then this
strange people seemed to become possessed by the lost
soul of that monstrous river. With strange cries and
music they pursued some unseen deity up and down the
shore, rushing into the water that ravenously licked away
the yielding sands, flinging their arms aloft and cursing
the swift lowering clouds, clutching the dusty earth in
their fists and pouring it as water on their heads. With
shrieks and horrible contortions they seemed to seek to
propitiate some ancient obscene genius whom they
pursued relentlessly, even the children kneeling on the
shore burying their poor emaciated faces in the sand,
praying and cursing with a loud voice. But the river
swept on unheeding, while the white fingers of the dead,
of which Homer speaks, seemed to reach out of the yellow
flood clutching at the insubstantial dust that had fallen
through the ages from the wasting hills. Nor was I able
to discover who these wild and sorrowful folk might be,
that at the gates of the dead city worshipped the storm
and the yellow flood.
It is past the encampment of that strange and wretched
people that every one must pass on the way to Toledo.
After crossing the Puente Alcantara the road turns
sharply to the right, leading upwards at last to the Puerta
del Sol. Built by the Moors more than eight hundred
years ago of rough and rosy granite, it is to-day perhaps
the most lovely monument left in Toledo of that marvel-
lous enigmatic people. Puerta del Sol, the Gate of the